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 BEYOND HORIZONS
identify some o£ the men staring up as the Norge fled like a ghost
through the fog.
We had our landmark, but we did not turn inland as we had
planned. The interior looked too ominous. The Endicott Moun-
tains should have been in plain sight at Wainwright, but they were
lost in the smother of the storm. We did not dare drive into them
on the wings of a sixty-mile wind. So we kept on south-west, follow-
ing the coast-line.
But soon even that became impossible. We had to fly lower and
lower to see the beach. Lofty capes and headlands began jumping
out of the murk ahead, and we fairly grazed them as we went over.
It was too precarious. Furthermore, our flight down from Point
Barrow had already showed us that the latest charts were not
correcdy showing the contours of the coast. We did not know what
to expect ahead, and so our navigators gave up and rose to a higher
altitude to fly blind as best they could.
I cannot go into all the details of that night of peril. It was an
experience to test the courage of the stoutest heart. The wind
reached the hurricane force of seventy miles an hour or more. The
Norge flew literally between the devil and the deep blue sea. Over
land the fog was frozen dry and blew off the envelope. Over water
it formed rime ice on the ship. We had our choice—to lose the icing
danger but risk going into a mountain, or avoid the mountains and
take on a weight of ice that might force a landing.
Both dangers nearly brought us to disaster. Once in the twilight
hills that were really the top of a mountain leaped up at us from
below. We were so close that the weight on the end of the trailing
antenna bumped, and the wire had to be wound in. When the brief
hours of darkness ended, the dirigible had gathered so much ice
forward that the men in the rigging had to ride on the extreme after-
end of the keel to trim the airship. Let me note here that when the
Norge finally landed it was sheathed in a ton of ice.
Thus it went on. The Alaskan day of May 13 wore on. We hadn't
ihe slightest notion of where we were. Indeed, all of us, including
Biiser-Larsen, thought it likely that we had been blown south of
Nome and were heading toward the Aleutian Islands. Once during
the morning a break showed us open water below and distant shore
ice on which were the igloos of an Eskimo village. Nobile turned

